CHAPTER FIVE
THE reserve battalion of the Irish Guards was in camp at
Tadworth, and thither I repaired.
The very first day I put my " foot right into it," and
the mistake was to follow me for many months. It
happened like this.
All newly joined officers were meant to attend
commanding officers' "Orders" when punishment for
serious offences was meted. I attended. Amongst the
cases was a man awaiting trial by court martial for some
serious offence or other. Having been asked if he had
anything to say, the man begged that he might be allowed
to see the Manual of Military Law and King's Regulations,
The officer-in-charge told him he had not got either, and
ordered the prisoner to be marched out. When the orders
were over I waited behind and saluted.
What did I want?
" I have a Manual of Military Law and .King's Regula-
tions; can I lend them to the prisoner, sir? " This I said
in all innocence, firstly because I thought the officer
had really neither of those books with him in camp,
and secondly because I knew that by military law a
prisoner awaiting court martial was entitled to those two
books.
Well, the tent nearly fell down. The officer leapt
to his feet. Who was I?. Had not I only just joined?
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